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Pal. Tis in our power, 

(Vnlefle wc feare that Apes can Tutor s>)to 
Be Matters of our manners : what neede I 
Affed anothers ^ate, which is not catching 
Where there is faith,or to be fond upon 
Anothers way of fp?ech,when by mine owne 
I may be reafonably conceiv’d ; fav’d too, 

Speaking it truly ; why am I bound 
By any generous bond to follow him 
Foil owes his Taylor.haply fo long untill 
The follow’d, make purfuit ? or let me kno w. 

Why mine owne Barber is unbleft.with him 

My poore Chinne too,for tis not Cizard iuft 

To fuch a Favorites glade .• What Gannon is there 

That does command my Rapier from my hip 

To dangle’c in my hand, or to go tip toe 

Before the ttreete be foule ? Either I am 

The fore-horfe in the Teame,or I am none 

That draw i’th fequenc trace : thefe poore Height fores, 

Neede not a plantin ; That which rips my bofome 

Almoft to'th heart’s, 

Arcite. Our Vncie Cretn. 

Pal. He, 

A moft unbounded Tyrant,whofe fucceffes 
Makes heaven unfeard,and villany allured 
Beyond its powertthcre’s nothing, almoft puts 
Faith in a feavour.and deifies alone 
Voluble chance, who onely attributes 
The faculties of other rnftrttments 
To his owne Nerves and ad; Commands menfervice, 
And wha: they winne in’t,bcor and glory on; 

That fcares not to do harm ; good, dares not; Let 
The blood of mine that’s fibbetobim,befuckc 
From me with Leeches, Let them breakc and fall 
Offme with that corruption. 

Arc. Cleere fpirited Cozen 
Lets leave his Court,that we may nothing fhare, 

Of his lovvd infamy : for our mil ke, 

Wi 
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Will relift of the paflure,and we mutt 
Be vile,or difobedient, not his kinefmen 
In blood, unlcffe Equality. 

Pal ; Nothing truer: .. 

I thinke the Ecchocs of his.fliames have cea rc 
The eares of heav’nly lufiice: widdows cryts 
Defcend againe into their throates.and have Ta- 
Due audience of the Gods: Itltrxm 

Val. The King cals for you jyet be leaden tooted 
Till his great rage be cSHtalThebut when 
He broke his whipftocke ar,d cxclaimeagaitift 
The Horfes of the Sun, but whifperd too 
The lowdeneffe of his Fury. 

7>4/. Small windesfhake him, 


But u hats the matter ? 

Val. Thefe»i( who where he threates appals,) hath lent 
Deadly defyance to him,and pronounces 
Ruinc to Thebs,who is at hand to feale 
The promife of his wrath# 

Arc. Let him approach; 

But that we feare the (Sods in him,he brings not 
Ajotofterrourtous *, Yet what man 
Thitds his owne vvorthf the cafe is each of ours) 

When that bis adions dregd, with minde affurd 
Tis bad he goesabour. 

Pal. Leave that unreafond. 

Our fervices Hand now for Thebs,net Crecr } 

Yetto be neutrall to him, were dishonour ; 

Rebellious to oppofertberefore we mutt 
With him ftand to the mercy of our Tate, 

Who hath bounded our laft minute. 

Arc % Sowemuft; 

Ift fed this warres afootefor it fiiall be 
On faile of fome condition. 

Val. Tis in motion % 

The intelligence of Hate cameinthcinftant 
With the defier. 
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